WATER      UNDER      THE      BRIDGES
Dr. Ryan had, however, been given, or had succeeded in getting
hold of, a light horse-carriage which successfully negotiated all
obstacles.
I had good reasons for being in a hurry to get to Belgrade. Nish,
a typical Balkan town, was hardly a comfortable residence. The
Minister lived in two rooms in a peasant's cottage. The so-called
Legation was a slightly larger cottage, with a top floor which I used
as a bedroom. -The ground floor, consisting of two small rooms,
served as offices, and there was a kitchen of a sort and accommodation
for the Chancery servant, who was an Austrian! But he was entirely
British in his sentiments, remained with the Minister during the retreat
across Albania, lost a leg in the hardships of that journey, and was
still Chancery servant at Belgrade and a naturalized British subject
when I went back there as H.M. Minister sixteen years later. There
were a few deal chairs and tables but no other furniture in the house;
there was also no safe, and I had to sleep with the ciphers under
my bed. That, apart from the living discomfort, was highly unsatis-
factory, and I was determined to get back to Belgrade and to our
Legation there as soon as possible. I took my Serbian servant with
me to help.
My first objective was, of course, the Legation, the doors and rooms
and cupboards of which had been sealed up when the Mission had left
for Nish. The Austrians had not tampered with anything and I found
the seals intact. I made a collection of as many things as I thought
might be useful, including in particular two very comfortable arm-
chairs for Des Graz and myself, and a steel safe. My Serb servant
chartered a bullock-cart, everything was piled on to it and he set off
on his return journey to Ralya with instructions to wait there till I
rejoined him. It took him about twenty-four hours. To celebrate
the return to his capital the poor man had put on a pair of very smart
patent-leather boots with brown tops which had been bequeathed him
by my predecessor, Crackanthorpe. When I found him again two
days later at Ralya he was bare-footed, the boots having been sucked
off or dissolved in the mud.
After that, thanks to the armchairs and the safe, life at Nish was
tolerably pleasant and peaceful, inasmuch as for the next nine months
the Austrians, preoccupied in Russia, made no further attempt to cross
either the Danube or the Save. The only other members of the
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